JAMESON-2004_final 08 by unknown
7 
 it was a pig, but such a pig. It was dark gray in color with long legs, extended 
body and a great long snout, and utterly devoid of hair.  After a while we plucked up 
enough courage to go and find the lime pit, which we knew could not be far away, as the 
lime stone had been dug up around where we were.  Finally, we arrived and told Tom of 
our adventure.  He had a good laugh and then told us the pig belonged to Mr.Hendricks, 
who had brought it along so he could feed it.  On asking what made it look so funny, he 
told us Mr.Hendricks had shaved the hair off the pig for coolness and that it must have 
been wallowing in a mud hole for it really was a white pig. 
 That afternoon we decided to catch a wild rabbit to keep as a pet: we had noticed 
a number of young ones running around by themselves.  My brother’s cat was a 
wonderful hunter and frequently caught weasels, but was so savage we could not touch it.  
After a very arduous chase we finally caught one and put it in a hutch we had made and 
fastened on the log wall of the house.  It was placed very high to be out of reach of wild 
animals if they came around.  We fed our pet on lettuce and carrots out of the garden and 
put a little can of water in the hutch as well, then fastened the door tightly.  It became 
quite tame and we were very fond of it. One morning, when we went out to feed the 
rabbit, we found the door open and our pet gone.  Of course we blamed the cat and 
wanted out brother to shoot it, but he refused saying there were hundreds of rabbits but 
only one cat to keep the gophers out of the garden. We had not seen any gophers then so 
told him that was just an excuse. Cats were very scarce in 1895 and later we were very 
glad we had her for she killed a very large weasel that had taken a toll out of our 
chickens. This pure black cat was obtained, when very small at Blackfalds, or Waghorn, 
as it was then named after the first postmaster. My brother had carried it home in his 
pocket. 
 We found life on the prairie free and easy and learned, in time, to adjust ourselves 
to this new way of living.  It was then the middle of June and the valley looked a 
beautiful place. Every thing was so fresh and green and the ground covered with flowers 
of all colours, which were all new to us except the sunflowers and bluebells.  The 
Moccasin or lady slipper was a pleasant surprise for it resembled an orchid and we 
thought them pretty.  There were purple shooting stars, wild geraniums, honeysuckle and 
masses of wild roses which were the only ones which had any scent. We noticed and 
thought it quite strange that the birds did not sing, just twittering a little in the early 
morning. There was a member of the jay family, called Whiskey Jack that would annoy 
us with its incessant chattering.  We thought it had a strange name.  The woodpeckers 
frightened us at times with a knocking on the house, and when we chased them away, we 
found a large hole in the wall, as round as though drilled with an auger. 
 During all this time, I had been trying to wash up a large trunk full of my brother's 
clothes, also some of our own. The water was so hard the soap just curdled and made 
sticky spots on every thing.  However, I decided I had to do something about it and so 
asked Tom how he managed to wash his clothes before we came.  He explained we 
would have to take some lye and preceded to show me 
